






INCREDIBLE 
MAFIA GIRL 


By Tad Ormsby 

(Editor’s note: The facts below are true, the names 
of the principals being withheld in the interests 
of an investigation being conducted by federal 
authorities. However, the astonishing beauty 
described is well-known not only to leaders of 
Cosa Nostra (Our Thing), but to prominent 
businessmen and city, state and federal officials.) 


Ana large American city there is a call 
girl who, unlike Britain’s notorious Christine 
Keeler, does not operate on an international level 
and, to the best of knowledge, never accommodated 
a single Soviet official. This voluptuous beauty, 
however, devotes her energies to a clientele as incredible in 
status as British war secretaries and Soviet naval attaches. Her 
customer roster consists almost exclusively of business 
executives, police officials, district attorneys, judges, and 
federal agents; it also includes top racketeers. After 
all, in the United States when you are in 
enterprise, you can do business with whom you 
like — provided they can pay. 

Nevertheless our American call girl, in this 
instance, is a paid (Cont. on page 56) 


Her beauty is ravishing; her power is frightening. 







As far as her legs went ... so did I. I’d have gone further, but the 
shade was drawn partially, and as I swung onto the ledge, all I could 
see were her legs. 

Don’t misunderstand me— I’m no lecher, no see ’em and leave ’em 
type. Nothing like that. But I’m pushing twenty and healthy. And 
those legs! Boy! 

She was young, too— with legs like those, she had to he— and if an 
undergraduate working as a window washer could put the make on 
a really choice item, I was the brainbov and this chick with the 
legs was the item. 

The window was open. 

I tugged at the shade and it snapped up with a swish, and there 
I was gazing at the two most perfect breasts in creation. Full they 
were, and round and firm, and by any criterion, utterly fantastic. 
She was powdering them with a fluffy pink puff. (Coni, on p. 68) 





By Laming V. Hayes 


i vanity of a woman— regardless of the truth 



’'your bachelor apartment for din- 
ner. She emerges from the bath- 
room with fire in her eye and one, 
sexy, black net stocking dangling 

recognire it as having been left by 
one of the two chorines you and a 
buddy had been partying with in 
the apartment the night before. 

“Just how,” she says in a danger- 
ously low voice, “do you explain 


looked everywhere. 1 thought i 
was gone." 

"Yes. You see, a few years back 
before 1 met you, my life was at ; 


1 hustled right over. To talk him 
out of it, I swapped him the r. 
which was my suicide symbol for 
that stocking, which was his suicide 
symbol. You see, f knew the sight 
of blood sickened him and that 


"My suicide siockingl" You clap 


himself." 

“But why have you kept the 
stocking?" 

“Suicide-ism is a disease," you 

or dope addiction. That stocking 
is my equivalent of the full bottle 

opened vial of morphine. It's sort 
of my security blanket. It helps me 
gain perspective when the suicide 


'd say, since you told me you 
raduated from college in 1945 
in, and this 
says 'MADE IN JAPAN’!” 

Or — "Do they always perfume 
your ad samples and leave garter- 
belt clip marks on them before 
they give them to you, or is this a - 
special case?" 

Inevitably, whichever remark 
was called for will be followed by 
the wrapping of the stocking under 
discussion around your neck and 

Whereas the big lie, on the other 
hand, even if she doesn't swallow 
it completely, will give her pause 
while she mulls it over. Consider 
its usefulness in the following sit- 







WHERE SEX APPEAL FLOPS IN SHOW BIZ 

M ARY MARTIN, £thel Merman, of the record business. Of course, James to history's shadowed corners 
Julie Andrews, don’t mean a there is the classical market and the Jazz, and the Dixieland variation' 




As she gels ready lor one ol 


the season's higgest events, lovely 
Coieen O'Brien eagerly goes 
In lor a serious tilt ol clowning. 


A 

FSt THE HEIGHT of the season's partying, you won't 
find a more joyous festivity than the Artists and Models Ball — and 
one of the reasons the affair is so lively is the presence of 
a real life of the party, caressable Coieen O’Brien □ Though 
she could easily be a success as a model, this curvaceous redhead is 
actually an up-and-coming abstract painter, having already 
exhibited her works in several group shows on New York's famous 
East Tenth Street □ At present, however, Coieen has -more concrete 
matters on her mind, such as the clown’s costume she plans to wear at 
the gala shindig □ For a lass who's regarded as “far out" in 
her profession, such particular type of raiment might be regarded as 
somewhat corny □ Yet, this beauty is well aware that since most of 
the other revelers will be showing up in wildly “far-out" 
costumes, her own garb will at least achieve the unique distinction of 
being different □ Turn the page and see if you don’t agree that 
cornhall or not — Coieen can’t miss having a ball at the ball □ 





This lass who's as pretty as a picture, also an 

artist who lives by the muse, is relaxed and confident 

as she looks forward to having an amusing evening for herself. 




FICTION/BY GERALD FITZGERALD 

39 INCHES OF 
FEMME FATALE 

Even when a man is able to 
see the shape of things to come 
there will still be too many 
surprises in store for him. 

"You are a bitch!” Louise said. 

“Yes, aren’t I?" Carla Sanders 
laughed indulgently. “And right here ‘ 
is 39 uptilted inches of bitchiness 
that I intend to make pay off.” In- 
sultingly she cupped her hands un- 
der her breasts. 

Loifee didn’t miss the insult. She 
knew she'was flat-chested and had 
long ago resigned herself to the fact 
that she’d never outgrow a 32-inch 
braandanA-cup.Generallyshedidn’t 
really mind being small-busted. Lots 
of women were. Angela Horner, for 
instance, was no bigger than she- 
and she’d managed to land a hus- 
band, and a darned rich one at that. 

The Horners employed Louise, 
also Carla. Louise was Angela Hor- 
ner’s personal maid. Carla was 
Dwight Horner’s private secretary. 
Ordinarily, there would have been a 
well-defined social gap between Car- 
la and Louise; in the world of the 
wealthy, the status of a maid is de- 
cidedly below that of a secretary. 
But circum- (Cont. next page) 









4 Rooms 
For 


As the saying goes, "Heaven help the working girl." ; 
you talk to sultry Susan Norman, she'll tell you that 
it's quite likely that heaven did help her. Like so mar 
other secretaries in New York. Susan found it to be 
practically impossible to rent an apartment by hersell 
the salary she was making. Consequently she was fore 
to share an apartment with four other girls, the kind 
arrangement, she described as "most necessary althoug 
barely tolerable." After two years in the big city, Sus« 
who hails from Harrisburg. Pa., began to see her star 
rising. She got more responsible positions and natural 
her income rose. “I was starting to reach the point wt 
I could think of paying one-fourth of my earnings for 
rent, 1 ' she said. "I followed the want-ads and told evei 
I knew to be on the lookout in case the right kind of 
apartment came along." It didn't take long, since Sus; 
has many friends (it's not hard to see why), and she 
wasted no time in taking the Hat shown here. "Now . 
have the privacy I’ve dreamed of for so long." she say; 
with a sigh. What thrills her most is the piano that ca 
with the apartment. A former music Student, she’ll n< 
be able to resume with her hjssons — and it's natural 
for a pretty girl who looks like ;i melody to play them 


A Month 













THOSE WILD, 

America is not only proving herself the home 


* FEW MONTHS AGO, ihe po- 
lice broke lip a .strange devil- 
and-sex cult which was Aorishing in 
a small California coastal town. The 

—members of the "beat'’ generation 


way, the beatniks were joined by 
married couples who decided that 
this brand of satanism was far more 
fun than plain, old-fashioned wife- 
ssvapping. The police were brought 
into the case after a twenty-year-old 
girl was admitted to the hospital. 
She was afflicted with a malady 

gnosed. Eventually, the doctors 
found that she was suffering from 


an overdose of a powerful aphro- 
disiac, popularly known as Spanish 
fly. 

After a good deal of questioning, 
the girl admitted to belonging to 
the cult. The night before, she had 
been chosen to act as "Maid” or 
“Sorceress," and was forced to per- 
form a variety of sexual acts before 
the other members. The Spanish fly 
had been used to overcome her 
inhibitions. Since there were a large 
number of important local names 
involved, the case was quickly 
quashed on the promise of the 
group’s members that they would 

released and cautioned not to talk 
about what happened. Yet hard- 


By G. W. Hansen 


WILD, WILD SIN CULTS 

of the free, but also a haven for the whackiest free lovers in the world. 


ened police investigators are still 
shaking their heads over the in- 
cident. "I just don’t understand it,” 
one officer told me. “I've read about 
such things happening in the Mid- 
dle East. But I never dreamed they 
took place here in America!” 

The officer's statement was naive. 
For that week, less than a hundred 
miles away in San Francisco, health 

ing against the growing use of morn* 
ing glory seeds and nutmeg. It was 
learned that these common garden 
plants, when eaten in large amounts, 
produced results ranging from aph- 

prime users dtahis new kick? As you 
might suspect, most of them were 


beatniks who not only discovered 
the thrills topped those of mari- 
juana, but delighted in their new- 
found immunity from prosecution. 
There are no laws prohibiting the 

meg. It was only when police broke 
up a wild sex-swap orgy, involving a 
dozen transfixed characters, that the 
far-outs were locked up. 

“In America today,” said sociolo- 

what can be accurately termed a 
’sex cult' in 46 of the 50 states. 
These groups are small and loosely 
organized, and they range from the 
rebellious beatniks to the suburban 
wife swappers to the religiously 
oriented polygamists. In a sense all 


of them arc searching for a better 
of morals.” 

According to Dr. Isadorc Rubin, 
managing editor of Sexology, what 
is needed now is “ 'an ethics of tran- 
sition 1 to hold us over until morals 

Yet, if one looks at American his- 
tory, he will find that "an ethics of 
transition” has been awaited since 
the days of the early colonists, with- 
out ever silowing up. 

In a few of the early Pennsylvania 
and New Jersey colonies, for exam- 
ple, the coming of spring was cele- 
brated by dances around the may- 
pole. Now the maypole was not the 
symbol of (Con!, on next page) 
29 






A RIBALD CLASSIC / BY KAZUO YOSHURAWA 
TRANSLATED BY RAOUL HENRY 







Have no lears— use our calendears ■ 


MARCH 


They make Sally 










DECEMBER 








COME 
TO 


A man who plays knight in shining 
armor often needs protection 
from the female he’s protecting 


Fiction /By Edward D. Ludlow 


ME 
SWEETLY 


\_AJ hy can't a fellow offer to help a Lady in Distress without walking straight into a big bear 
trap? On this particular April night I was on my way home. There never is a taxi on Ninth Ave- 
nue at night, so 1 cut through the bus station to get one there. It was pouring rain and getting late 
and I didn't want to spoil the warm glow of the fine spaghetti dinner I had just finished in the 
back of that little grocery store at Thirty-Ninth Street. As I went through the station I stopped for 
a paper at the newsstand and ran right into the trap. 

She was standing there beside her one piece of luggage, kind of resting before she picked it up 
and went on. It looked to me like she had tried to put everything she owned in this one bag. Beneath 
her rain hat her long blonde hair was straggly, but you could imagine how nice it looked in dry 
weather. Beneath her rain coat, though, you could see she had a luscious shape without calling on 
the imagination to assist. If she had yelled for help— but that's not the way they do it, is it? She stood 
there looking desperate and distraught and exhausted. I bought my paper and walked over to her. 

"Can I carry the bag out to a taxi for you?" I asked. She didn't even look to see who it was. She 
just nodded ar^d waited for me to pick it up and start away. Then she followed. As she trotted along 
one step behind me I offered some polite chatter, just In he friendly. 



( U errible weather. Raining pitch forks out then 
I "Yes" was all I got. I tried again. 

[ "Can l drop you somewhere? I’m taking a call up 
I "No" was all that happened this time. 
j: "Where are you going?" We had reached the doo\ 
breathed at me, “To a hotel." 

E "Did you have any particular one in mind?" I countered. 

1 Again just "yes." 

f "The Waldorf, no doubt," I said facetiously as I put the bag down 
j "No," she said. “I can’t afford the Waldorf. I only know the names 
j The Waldorf which I am not going to, the Astor which I don't know if i 
| ‘She Lost It At The Astor,' and the Lawson which is where I am going. 

’ She meant it. I was bom in this town, but I had never heard of theJH 
'aim at the place. I introduced myself and in return I actually got her V 
fLawson was. Right then a cab pulled up and she scrambled in. I put I 
she leaned out and said, "I don’t know where it is. I just know it is!" 
i. firmly to the driver, “Hotel Lawson, please," and away they went. 


Fifty Third Street. 


U he next afternoon I still couldn’t get that crazy girl out of my mind. I was sure there was 
nothing comic about her plight, but every time I thought of last night's episode I found myself with 
a big, broad grin all over my face. How could somebody I didn't even know be so funny? I found 
the phone number of the hotel and called her. She’d hit her target. She was there, but she seemed 
upset when she answered the phone. I said I’d like to lake her out if she didn’t have any other plans. 
' She said she didn’t know anybody in New York to have any plans with— yet. Half an hour later I met 
■ her in the lobby and we went into the cocktail lounge for a drink. 

I ordered a couple of martinis and over my shoulder, whispered a sneaky “Very Dry" to the 
waiter. And there was that big, broad grin all over my face again. She looked considerably better for 
the good night's sleep she said she’d had. This time also there was no rain coat to conceal her figure ; 
{ instead a lowrcut sweater that revealed a full, lovely bosom. "As a matter of fact," she added , "/ slept 
■>' clock this afternoon. I was just coming out of the bath (Cont. onp. TS) 


! right through till i 



% 


thrill of hate to enjoy and appreciate these singularly unpopular ballads 





IMN 



A 


flavor of the Far East is hard to beat when it 
comes to spicing up an apartment— especially if it is 
used well. In the case of vivacious Vivian Greg, an 
eye-filling buss who has an eye for beauty in her own 
right, the results are captivatingly exotic. Interest- 
ingly enough the decor fits her own personality 
which obviously is also captivatingly exotic. 

Put this issue’s cover girl in an Oriental 








t/t SI A is the continent of I 
emerging nations , and what I 

could be more appropriately I 
modern than to see lovely 
Vivian Greg emerge, surroundeM 
by the grace and glamor of I 
the East ? In her apartment I 

you'll find the elegance of 
fine bone china, artifacts 
from India that would charm I 
any snake charmer, brocades I 

from Siam that would make the I 
man who possessed them feel I 
like a king. Here in a small I 

apartment on the North Side I 
of Chicago you will discover I 
that not only does East meet I 
West, but the meeting is 
filled with beauty and harmony. I 
All it takes is a love for the 

, combined with a daring [ 
to tty something new, plus a 
little wisdom and good taste. I 
Each of these qualities sum I 
up not only settingyou see 
here but also the lovely lass i 
who has arranged it this way. [ 
A production assistant in an I 

advertising agency, Vivian 
first became interested in 
Oriental decor after taking 
a course at night at Chicago’s I 

Art Institute. After that she I 

began collecting, slowly and I 

carefully, until today she has I 

become thoroughly oriented I 

to this exotic undertaking. 




With the art world being turned topsy turvy these days, many are wondering 
who’s dizzier-the artists or the art lovers. By Will Durham 
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The old saw, "Home 
is where the heart 
is," couldn’t be 
more true, especially 
when lovely Lynn 
Tracey spent a 
weekend as the guest 
of millionaire Bob 
Mulloy at his 
Connecticut mansion. 
Lynn found her 
heart going out for 
the elegant manse 
and had not the 
slightest difficulty 
in making herself 
feel at home. This 
shapely beauty was 
not alone in her 
sentiments, inasmuch 
as the other guests 
Jf'ynd themselves 
leffgiddy from the 
unaccustomed heights 
of high society. 

Yet, the blueblooded 
host warmbloodedly 
put everyone at ease. 
Our photographer was 
along, too, and he 
appropriately was 
able to record how a 
girl who looks like 
a million was made 
to feel like one. 

Turn the page. 







T HERE'S MORE than one kind of Walter Mitty. There's the kind that Thurber wrote about, 
* the original, whose dream world is strictly up-to-date Quixote, the type who hallucinates situ- 
ations which, while they occur from time-to-time in the lives of some actual men, are far removed 
I from the mundane milieu in which he exists. This is the fellow whose daydreams reshape him into 
la great surgeon coolly coping with a life-and-death crisis, an astronaut bravely circling the globe 
and returning to world-wide acclaim , or an lan Fleming counterspy, delivering the final karate 
blow to his Red opponent and walking into the sunset with the bikini-clad girl he has rescued from 
l behind the Iron Curtain. 

I And then there's the other type of Walter Mitty, the more down-to-earth daydreamer like Henry 
\ Dover. Men of this ilk rarely slip into visions of super-cool confidence and derring-do. Their 
Mitty-ish lapses don’t involve such drastic revampings as to change the meek accountant into the 
bold adventurer, the timid soul into the brave decision-maker, nor the easy-blushing bumbler into 
Ithe sure-footed standard-setter. (Cont. next page ) 


There is just one way for a man to control a woman completely 
and make her respond to his every whim. Fiction/By Rod Lord 










DOUBLE-TAKES 

DonerE-±VKEg 

FOR THE ASKING 



Sometimes one is tempted to take off on an old line, 
"Photographers are the cwaziest people!" After all, fust 
look at the picture above. Liz Johnson, a tempting morsel 
on her own right, is weirdly accompanied by an Oriental 
statue, and whatever was on the mind of the gent behind 
the camera could only be described as far out. Yet, you 
have to admit, Liz’s beauty is far out enough to make the 
picture in. For other results by imaginative photographers, 
shooting luscious lasses, turn the page. 



These photos would 
make one admit that 
“scene is believing.” 

dually there's more method 
than madness to the zany props 
that photographers frequently use 
—and the proof of the pudding lies 
in the fact that the pictures which 
result are usually unforgettable. 
But there's more than meets the 
eye (on first glance, of course) that 
makes a luscious lass, combined 
with a clever prop, proper. 

Take for example the photo of 
Liz Johnson on the preceding page. 
The statue shown with her may 
seem out of place at first, but then 
notice that the figurine is Oriental 
and it is laughing, providinga light 
and exotic touch, both of which suit 
Liz admirably. The carefree mood 
is also achieved by Shirley Willis’ 
lollipop (right). Then, too, the 
prop points up her lovely face. On 
the opposite page, Diane True, 
who’s caressable-looking in her own 
right, appears even more so, posing 
with a knight in armor. Standing 
before a camera wielded by an 
enterprising chimpanzee, Jean 
Perkins is agreeable and patient. 
What male wouldn’t want to ape 
this ape? 

Checkers anyone? The game 
comes in for spoofing by Audrey 
Denby, designed to cause a lot of 
jumping — for joy. Finally, Dondi 
Penn more than proves a point: 
The TV Western hero would look 
silly kissing his horse, as long as 
there were eyefilling cowgirls like 
her around. It all goes to show that 
double-takes add up to double- 
enjoyment of glamor photos. 







Want to drive yourself mad? Try this 


TORTURE 
ON THE 
MAGAZINE 

RBP.K 


Kir the past 15 years, much of my leisure time 
has been spent, reading various and sundry magazines, 
ranging from those dealing with news subjects to 
the publications that cater more specifically to male 
readership, like the one in which this article appears. 
To put it simply, I love magazines. 

However, of late, I have been amazed at the number 
of periodicals clustering on the newsstands, brandishing 
such headlines as, "The Fiendish Guerilla Girl 
Castro Fears Most," "East Berlin's Army of Teen-Aged 
Hell Cats,” "The New Drug That Restores Potency" 
or "The Day Hitler Bombed the Kremlin.” 

Having kept reasonably abreast of current affairs 
since graduating from college, I could state to myself 
with certitude that Fidel Castro, if he does worry, 
is more inclined to cerebrate about Cuba's economy the, 
about some bare-bosomed femme psychopath; that 
teen-aged hell cats, if East Berlin does possess any greater 
number than West Berlin, are hardly militarized ( or 
" Mafia-ized” ); that no drug so far has been authorized 




six-months reading diet / By Chris Delson 


that Hitler never did fulfill his dream of bombing 
the Kremlin . 

Yet, such titles have been inducing people to buy 
magazines. I was fascinated. Who bought these 
publications, I wondered? What kind of minds did 
these readers possess? 

To see what effect such literary diet would have or. 
my own mind, l decided to try an experiment. Fot 
months I would read only these weird magazines 
(I was sure it would be like smoking marijuana or 
inhaling glue). The results, as you might suspect, aim 
landed me in a lunatic asylum. 

Few magazines in the group reviewed neglected 
to use a fact-ridden article on a “new drug" 
guaranteed either to prolong sexual longevity or 
else give me increased immediate potency. To avail 
myself of such benefits I must employ pills, powders, 
exercises and even highly novel contraptions. In the 
event my male prowess should be going well, I'm 
offered counsel to birth control. However, I’m 
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BUILDING 



THE GATE 


When talent is missing there's 
still one thing that will pack in the crowds. 

By Wilson DeVries 




\A//m/ do the 
Aga Khan, 

Charlie Chaplin 
Jr. and George 
Montgomery 
have in common ? 
The answer is a 
lovely bundle oj 
femininity, named 
Ziva Rodann, 
over whom each 
of these distin- 
guished gents has 
flipped his lid 
to be with her. 
Possessing such 
desire would put 

excellent com- 
pany, but the 
fact is that Ziva, 

Hollywood 
several years ago, 
has captured the 
fancy of filmdom’s 
top male 
personalities. And 
today, she must 

the celebrities’ 
No. I glamor girl. 


CELEBRITIES 1 TOP 


J\ former Israeli 
soldier, Ziva has 
been studying 
acting diligently, 














LIVE OR VAC ATION IN MEXICO 
fc-^l l50PER MONTH! 


fit Lei - 

U THRILL YOU 

% X - - as she has thrilled milians! 

. Ti I t "" 6 UU — She’i personally roofs, 

SI' tinellriinf "BACKSTAGT* 

JHF OBDiR NOW! Send $2.00 to: 
“■pt 2001. 



Authors! 



>31 1 Yucca St, Hallywoad 28, California 

GET MAIL WITH MONEY! 


WIISHIRE HOUSE. Plan 2001. 

8721 Sunset Strip. Hollywood 69. California 


ORIGINAL 

UNCENSORED 

UNRETOUCHED 


PHOTOS 




tontly broke it off. The lady 


lg to the sick and salacious. 
Certain Scandinavian countries spe- 

practice effective abortion opera- 




drugs developed i 


peddlers, a 


r flung through rr 


war. For example, I've learned that 
the Germans were accomplished at 
rigging toilet seats so that the user 


y bed indiscretions b 


proprietress herself. To win this 
highest kill score of the week. Re- 
grettably, my own war experiences 
nettes of this ilk. This is especially 
sad since the lady in question was 
alleged to be of great beauty and 

On the positive side, my magazine 






I'll Make You a Master of 

CHINESE KVNG-Fl/ 

. . . the Oriental ART of 
INSTANTANEOUS DEATH that is 
applied with NO Bodily Contact 

the Chinese method of Attack and Self-Defense kept so 
secret that it has been handed down in China only from 
father to son because of its DEADLY power to disable or 
kill! Now these devastatingly brilliant secrets that require 
NO PHYSICAL STRENGTH OR EXERTION are revealed to 
you in the English language by a KUNG-FU Master who 
dares to teach you AT HIS RISK! 
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ONLY 


EACH 


Why pay $2.00 or more for SO-ft. ADULT 
movies? You can get the very best for only $1,001 











THAT E/XTRA SOMETHING 




